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Back for More 


Author's Notes: 
Well, just a sick-léve story inspired by Back for More and Round and Round, by Ratt. 


There's a huge party at the house. Friends, fans, people that came to taste the famous motto: Sex, drugs and 


rock'n'roll. 

Mick is talking to some guys that really look like guitarists and Vince to vocalists. | don't know how, but | can 
tell what their occupations are. Kinda.vocalists have that diva atmosphere around them, guitarists always 
seem to be the smartass of the band, drummers are the childish but golden-hearted (I'm sorry, dude! I've 
gotta defend my tribel). And bassists.they say bassists are big virgin weird dudes.. 

They definitely DON'T know Sixx. Nikki Sixx 


I've got enough experience to say this one isn't the one who inspired the definition above. 


As Prince once said, "darling Nikki is a sex fiend". The way he captivates, entertains, makes me beg for a 


minute of his love and attention. How he runs those calloused bassist fingertips through my scalp as that 
venomous tongue invades my mouth.like Rome invading Greece. 


Sixx's mouth tastes like sin Jack Daniel's, cigarettes and cheap mint gum. | get dizzy with his smell, which is as 
addictive as any drug that may run through your mind now. It's a mixture of hairspray, whiskey and his 
musky cologne, with a bit of post-show sweat. 


His breathing is like a panting, but he never surrenders to moan, contrasting to me, who with the slightest 
neck nibble begin to sound like a whore. He whispers in my ear, shakily and almost like a moan ( but everybody 
knows that he doesn't moan) " say you love me. Say you want me. Say you'll do whatever | tell you. Say you're 
my little bitch. Say it, Tommy!" He sounds like a psycho whose deepest desire is to be loved.which I'm 
beginning to believe that is true. 


My legs are always shaky when we make out behind some wall or in a dark corner. Commonly, all I'm able to 
see is his emerald eyes, with a mad-yet-lusty stare. It hypnotizes me to allow him to run his fingers through 
my body as if | was his little bitch. The worst part is that | beg for him to continue on whatever he's doing, 
because it feels so good that makes me feel bad.but at the last time | told him that he is sick and ill- 


tempered, incapable of loving. 


Nikki is the Devil himself. He seduces you, makes you sell your soul to him and it makes you hate him AND 
yourself for being such an easy prey..out you can't let it go. That's the problem and my load to carry for life. 


As | drink my last beer of the day, | see Nikki being followed by, at least, five different blondes. They are going 
to his bedroom. Poor souls, will never feel the light feelings like happiness and love..now they'll be hooked on 


passion, the worst drug that the human race has ever experienced. 


Ill be over him someday. One day, someone might save my soul from the hell that is loving Sixx. The test is 


Today. | must resist the temptation of going with him. 


He catches a glimpse of my figure standing there, alone. He lowers his head, like he's ashamed of something. 
But | won't get fooled again. Not even in his darkest dreams, even though my heart says for me to follow him. 


| rush to my bedroom and close the door. | must stay here, hidden from all the sin that is going on next door. 
| put an old Led Zeppelin record to play, but it turns out that the moans and Plant's vocals sounds like a 
symphony. Sixx symphony. 


I'm going mad. | need him to tell me that I'm the one he wet-dreams of, even though | know it's not true. | 
need my daily dose of hellish punishment for being and idiot. | need to hear him scream my name as he has 


me like his puppet. 


The girls' screams seems like a torture to me. Like knives through my heart, scratching, stabbing, making it 


bleed until.whats that | hear? Really lower, like a whisper? 


"Humpf..humpf. tighter, Tommy, tighter!" 


It must be my sick mind already. Led Zeppelin always made me feel like | was stoned, so | must be that. Sixx is 


the predator. Heartless, wild, impulsive.he'd never fall in love. 


After some more minutes of torture the girls come out, and by what | hear, they are not satisfied WHAT? 
Nikki Sixx let girls dissatisfied? WOW! | must check this out. 


As | open the door, | hear music coming. Glam metal, of course! Nikki will always be loyal to his style, deep 


inside that dark and hollow heart. | tip-toed to the next door. 


There's a sitting Nikki in the middle of the bed, probably thinking or maybe..weeping? Nah, Sixx is too tough for 


tears. | see a smirk forming on the corner of his mouth. 
He faces me. The devious smirk is really on, but there's something different. 
"Hehe. You're back for more, | see." 


| can't resist anymore and jump in his arms. My legs are straddling his waist as we kiss deeply, passionately. 
There's something different. It doesn't feel bad anymore. | can almost see a human on him. 


Then the record player sings 


"| knew right from the beginning 


That you would end up winning! 

And | think to myself. "This seems like my situation. | can't get enough of him!" 

But then a surprise. 

He breaks the kiss, puts a hand on my cheek and look straight into my big brown eyes. 
He sings the rest of the pre-chorus. 


"| knew right from the start 


You put an arrow, through my heart." 
Is Nikki really in love? Is he really able to love? And most important, could |, a mere human drummer, turn the 
demon Nikki into a lover? Nah, let's set it aside. We can discuss that later! Now all | wanna do is enjoy the 


moment. He breaks once again, playing with my curls. Can he read my mind? 


‘Our love will find a way, just give it time, love." 


Blackbird 


Author's Notes: 
Its short, but written with the heart. Enjoy it! 


1984 


Here we are, in the Mötley House's backyard. It is a starry but quiet night, so we don't have to hide ourselves. 
Its uncommon for us to not party tonight, but it is so tiring, such a heavy weight to carry..telling the same 
lie everyday. That we are bad boys and even monsters. That's not true! If you tripped onto something, it 
doesn't mean that you ARE like that. 


Nikki has been a bit more stubborn. Oh, if only | could be able to take care of him! He would be the most 
beautiful being Hollywood has ever seen. But he's stuck on this "depression hole". | can't stand seeing him like 
this, not after passing through IT years searching for him. 


He flops out his wings. Dark, dirty, broken and injured. If you were asking yourself why Nikki writes so much 
about fallen angels, you found the answer. He is one. He still blames himself, can't get the guilty thoughts out 
of his head.he still lives like there's no salvation for him. But there is, I'm the living proof. 


| flop out my own wings. They were once as dark as his, but now they are of a bright and divine colour. The 
secret is the easiest thing: find something to live for, a reason for your existence. | found mine, and he's 


sitting on the grass, crying on his knees. 


| sit beside him and put my arms around his tiny body. Gosh, he's been using too much drugs, he is too thin! 
Nikki lifts up his head and with eyeliner paint all over his face, he says to me, sobbing: 


" Forgive me, Tommy, please! We are here, in this world because of my own fucking flaws! My ego! My pridel 


Will you." 


"Someday accept your apologies? Nik, | will always forgive you. For any of your acts. | love you, don't you ever 


forget this." 


He looks up to me with a different sparkle in his eyes. A IO tons stone was lifted from his conscience. Maybe 


it's time, time for me to, at least, heal his wounds. 


"Çan | sing you a song? | know you like them, even though you deny!" He chuckles. He knows l'm talking about 


The Beatles and | know he keeps his Beatles' albums behind the wardrobe. 


| move the bangs out of his eyes for a moment. | need to see those emerald orbs, the ones | love so much. He 


begins to sing along with me. 
- Blackbird singing in the dead of night - 


| go to work on his wings. Those poorly taken care wings. | comb its feathers with my fingers until | get to see 


where the injuries are. 
- Take these broken wings and learn to fly - 


The broken and falling apart pieces are put together and | magically heal them. Nikki gives some pain moans in 


the middle of the verse. 
- All your life - 


| wash the hurt parts and then put some medicine on them. He must be in agony right now, but he keeps 


singing, without missing a word. 

- You were only waiting for this moment to arise - 

Bandages are put and | look over his shoulder. | hear sobs.There are tears that keep on running from his eyes. 
- Blackbird singing in the dead of night - 


| move to face him. l'm worried that | might have hurt him, but | find him putting himself down again. | can't 


let it happen. | move the bangs out of his angelic face once more. 
- Take these sunken eyes and learn to see - 


| cup his face with both of my hands and look really deep into his soul as | say these words. He closes his 


eyes for a moment, giving up on living on that hole. 
- All your life - 


| kiss his forehead with all my love, for him to understand that he's not alone. He gives me a weak, but true 


smile. 
- You were only waiting for this moment to be free - 
We hug each other under the moonlight. If only moments like these could last forever. 


- Blackbird fly, blackbird fly - 


| go back to his wings. Now he's the lead vocals of our little concert to the stars. 


- Into the light of the dark black night - 


With a humid piece of cloth, | clean those long, black feathers. They are full of dirty and mainly blood. | don't 


know if it's his or someone else's, but if it is, now its past. He ain't the same Nikki as when he did this. 
- Blackbird fly, blackbird fly - 

He now flaps his wings, for it to dry a little bit, but he screams in pain, because it is still hurt. 

- Into the light of the dark black night - 


| calmed him down It is an almost unbearable pain for an angel to hurt its wings, and | know what's like. Has he 


been feeling this since the day we fell? Poor soul. 
- Blackbird singing in the dead of night - 


With a hairbrush, | now brushed calmly his dark feathers. They are so beautiful, and so soft. It looks like 


velvet. How can he, even being a fallen one, be so perfect? 
- Take these broken wings and learn to fly - 


| stand up and help him to get up, too. His big, dark wing are simply stunning, but it would be even more if 
they were white and bright, but he stained it with his thoughts. Only he's able to change that. 


- All your life - 


He stands the pain and flaps them. They look like a tiny nebula in the darkness of the night. Nikki isn't minding 


the pain anymore, he knows itll be over in some days. 
- You were only waiting for this moment to arise - 


| say these words as | caress his cheek and he responds to this little but meaningful action. He pulls me to 
another hug. A warmer, tighter and probably the most intense I've ever experienced. 


There stand two halves of the same thing. Yin and yang, Sun and Moon, Light and Darkness..but never good and 


bad. The hearts were loyal servants to love, and only love. 


The Crimson Idol 


Author's Notes: 
Another touchy önel 


It was a normal day. Being expelled from another band, fought the bar guards and then a gang..where am | for 


real? Hell? It seems that the City of Angels ain't a heavenly territory anymore. 

| was bleeding, with a black eye and walking with a severe limp. | was think | didn't want to be here anymore, to 
be called as Blackie Lawless, or even better, live anymore! All I'd ever done failed and no one was really there 
for me except Lizzie. We shared an apartment and he had a part-time job, that's how we survived. 

As | walked and cursed through the streets, | saw a little guy. He was sitting on the sidewalk of some bar, 
crying on his knees. He was all dressed in jeans and his long blonde hair covered what was left to see of his 


face. He seemed invisible, but not for me. 


| kneeled in front of him and rested my hand in his shoulder. He looked up and | was surprised with what | had 
seen: He looked like me. Okay, okay, | was blonde when | was younger, but that's not the case. 


He had those piercing green eyes, which at the time were full of tears. All | wanted to do to him was hold him 
and say that everything would be fine. And that's what | did. 


| pulled him closer and he didn't deny. He was so innocent and in need of love, as | thought | also was, but he 


was affraid and 
"Please, just hold me! Hold me!" 


He begged, bursting into tears again. | myself started to cry. He was so childish and young.| wanted to take 
him home and take care of him, heal those wounds of his heart. 


| let go of him to stare into those big emerald eyes. There was something different. At the time, | didn't know, 


but now it's clear: It was hope. 

"Who are you and how did you end up here?" 

‘I'm Frank, and it's the place supposed to lonely hearts go, ain't it?" He manage to say between sobs. 

| couldn't let him go alone, with no one to support him or to show him the way. He could end up dead. 


"hum.Frankie.do you wanna come with me? | was kinda touched with the whole hug thing. | don't want you to 


stay here, alone and without anyone to protect you." | managed to say and was met by the truest smile I've 


ever seen to date, with my bl years of age. 
"If that won't cause you any problem. don't have where to go, so.." 
| lighted my spirits unvoluntorily. 


"OH GOODNESS! YOURE COMING! THEN LET'S GET GOING!" | pulled him and dragged him along in the streets to 
our apartment. 


On the way, I've got to know a little more about him. His musical taste, what had he done for a living, etc, but 
when | tried to ask what had brought him to LA, he answered vaguely and skipped the subject, just saying "l 
had no childhood". | tried not forcing him, as we had just met. 


It started to rain and he began to shiver with coldness. | had no doubt in wearing off my leather jacket and 
putting on his back. | seemed to like looking after Frankie. 


We began to run in the rain, just to have a good time. He had never done that before, so he was having a late 
childhood with me now. As we ran towards home, we passed in front of a music shop, where a beautiful red 


guitar was right in the window. Frankie looked at it, completely in love. 

"Do you want it? My little rocker." 

"I'd love! If only | knew how to play." He began with a big smile, but ended looking down 
| kissed his forehead and said "I'll get that for you." 


And with a single punch, | broke the glass and stole the guitar. | grabbed Frankie's hand and dragged him 
quickly. We were outlaws now, but he seemed so happy, like, finally his heart wounds were healed and he could 
live his own life. | hope | can take, at least, a little part in it. | don't know, | had several friends, boyfriends and 
girlfriends, but what | felt for him was completely different.something l'd never had. 


We finally reached our apartment, his new home. IT was tiny, dirty, but | couldn't let him there, not after that 
favour he asked me. | didn't know he was going to sleep, but we'd arrange that soon..as soon as Lizzie stopped 


complaining. 


"What?! You've just met this kid! And you bring him home?!We don't have money even for ourselves!" Frankie 
began to cry as he listened to Lizzie and he grabbed my arm and tried to hide behind it. | couldn't let him 
treat him that way. 


"If we have two dishes of food, one is yours and the other is Frankie's, okay? I'd die for him! And if you don't 
want to take care of another one, | don't mind. I'll look after him you wanting or not!" | defended him; | could 


feel his smile at my arm's skin. 


Lizzie took a long glance at our new friend and that mellowed his heart of stone. 

"Okay, okay! We'll eat and then you go take a shower, kid! Your smell isn't one of the best!" 

He was utterly glad, proof of his act of hugging Lizzie, too! We sat to eat dinner and he thanked us at least a 
hundred times for letting him stay. That melted the ice that Grey still had, but his feelings towards little 
Frankie weren't as intense as mine. He was more to a roommate to him, while for me it was still a mystery. | 
told him we were going to share the room and probably the bed until we found one for himself. 

After we finished, Frankie went straight to the bathroom and closed the door. As he took his shower | told 
Lizzie the whole story o what had happened and why | was so injured, a thing that | had forgotten at the time. 
"You're growing old, Blackie. That's the thing. Everything will shake you up from now on" 


We laughed. Maybe he was right, but | wasn't giving up on that kid. Not even in my worst nightmares. | wanted 


to see him becoming a man, playing in a band, having girls and affairs, kids.see him growing. 


The door opened while | was making the bed and Lizzie was washing the dishes. | looked at him and saw him 


blonde locks dyed in black. 

"Why have you done this?" | asked quietly, touching his hair. 

Tears began to roll down from his face, but he hadn't, not in a single moment, showed that | was the reason 
for them. | sat on the bed and asked him to rest his head on my lap, which was strange, since I'd never done 
that before. 

He did as | told, as | begin to caress his now jet-black hair. 

"| dyed it because | didn't want to look like my father anymore." 

And then he told me that his father said that "He had no son’ when he was just 6 years old, his mother left 
him and he was raised by his parents in the countryside, but he wasn't happy with this life. He moved to 
Seattle to live with his mom, but then he got in trouble with her alcoholism and drug dealing at school. With 
nowhere to go, he came to LA. 

"But why dyeing it black?" | said as he touched my hair. 


"For me to look like the only man that | can call ‘dad'.” 


| began to cry. Mystery solved. | loved him as if he was my own kid, my own son.even though | was just 2 


years older, but that didn't mean a thing. l'm his dad and nothing, to date, can change that. 


He leans closer and | caress his face, hair.until | had to put that out of my chest. 


"Frankie. love you more than anything in my life. OF course I'll be your father from now on and | promise you 


that I'll let you be the child you were never allowed to. Just be my kid, please! I've been so lonely!" 

Our hands intertwined and he opened a big smile. No more sad Frankie and lonely Blackie. 

Let's begin with having a new name. | hate having my biological father's name!" 

"What about.Nick? It means ‘victory’." 

"Beautiful, but too normal writing! However.. what if we write it with double k and an i at the end?" 

‘Lovely! My beautiful Nikki!" 

And that night was the most magical I've ever had. Having him sleeping on my lap and drifting into sleep 
caressing his scalp.finally | met love. A love that lasts to date. Even though he had his band and | had mine, 


we'd call each other every night and we still do. 


Sometimes, | wonder..how lucky we were to meet each other. He was gifted with the only thing he ever wanted, 


a father, and | was gifted with the only thing | needed, him. 


Falling In And Out of Love 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by Falling In And Out of Love, by Lita Ford and cé-written by Nikki Sixx. 


"You're so selfish! And unstable! | don't really know if you ever loved someone beside yourself! You just think 


about your bloody band! Your bloody hair! I'm done, Nikki! I'm done!" 

Lita shouted out loud in our tiny apartment. | had saved money since we got together, just to buy us a home. 
| had done everything for youl Can't you see?! This apartment, your guitars, | helped even with your career! | 
really do love you, it's just that now I've gotta work with the boys!" | tried to convince her, calmly. But she 


was mad and blushed when | mentioned ‘the boys’. 


"IFs all about them! You'll end up glued to each other someday! I'm done with this whole shit. I'm going away!" 
She began to pack her things. | lost. | lost the only girl I've ever loved. 


| grabbed her luggage and began to carry them to my car. She found that strange, that | was helping her, but 
they were my last acts with her, and | wanted her to know that her ex was gentle till the end. 


"Why are you helping me? You want me out of here already?!" 
"No. I'd never want such. But | don't want a girl to carry those heavy bags alone to wherever it's thought. It is 
against my principles. And you can stay here, if you want. | bought that for us. Since we're drifting apart, | 


doesn't mean a thing to me anymore, to live here without you." 


She let her luggage on the floor, saying that she is staying there. So | went there to pack my things. l'm going 
to Blackie's house first, and then, go to the Mötley house to stay. 


All my things fit in one backpack, except the bass that | kept there. | said my farewell and hit the road. | was 
trying not to cry. Lita meant the world to me, how could she treat me that way! After all we went through! | 
needed my "dad" now. 

| arrived at Blackie's and climbed up the stairs to his apartment. It was the same tiny one he had when he 
"adopted" me. Good memories. And the he was, drinking hot chocolate, sitting on his bed and watching MTV. The 
same old Dad. 


"Dad, l'm home." 


"Oh, Nikki! | wasn't expecting you to come today, but what a marvellous surprise!" He looked really deep at me. 


"But there's something troubling your soul. I'm preparing a hot chocolate for you, too. And then, we'll talk 
about that, like we always do." 


| never had a father..until | met Blackie. He is the man who looked after me here in LA, and he did that with 


such a lovable feeling, that we are just like father and son now. 
He handed me a hot cup and we sat on the bed | started to cry, like, bursting into tears. 


"Lita and | fought! And now she hates me! But | hadn't done or said anything bad to her! She was the one who 


hurt me in the argue. | love her so much that | couldn't raise my voice to her!" 


Dad hugged me. It was warm, and | was safe now. His shoulders were wet because of my tears, but he didn't 


mind. Fathers are like that! 


‘Oh, my son! Maybe it wasn't something you've done! Maybe its something she had done that influentiated the 
way she sees you. What did she say?" 


"That | spend too much time with the Crue. But we've just started out new album! | was with her all this 
time!" 


"Maybe.| know this might hurt, but.maybe she fell in love with one of your friends. And she is just jealous 
that you can spend time with them, and she can't" 


| cried even more on his shoulder, and then we drank our not-so-hot chocolate as we talked about random 


stuff. Videoclips, our bands.until the was a knock in the door. 
Dad went there to answer it. It was Tommy, who was panting and dripping with sweat. 
"That crazy girl! She wants me no matter how she'd achieve that!" He seemed pretty angry. 


"Today, Doctor Lawless, psychologist, is in! My two boys need my help." Tommy was more of an aggregated 


member of our family. He was always there with us. 


"Nikki! Are you okay, man? Dude, Lita is crazy now! She told me everything about you two not being together, 


so | came running to see you AND to get away from her!" 


| laughed at the way he was talking. The more tired and embarrassed he was, the more his Greek accent 
showed. | always loved to hear his real accent, because it was so different and curious that it was impossible 


not to like when he showed this side. 
"Now, what's the matter, T-Bone?" Dad asked. 


"Lita called me saying she needed my help. She seemed in despair. Knowing that Nikki is a sick-head, | went as 


fast as | could..running with my own feet, since I've got no car. When | got there, she said all that happened 
and how she wasn't being loved and so on.but she tried to seduce me! She tried to take me to her bed! What 
the helll" 


Dad looked at me. He was always right. So Lita had really fallen in love with one of my friends, Tommy! But 
why did she complained about me working with the motleys? And, was Tommy going out with her? 


"Hum..1-Bone..did you.accepted her invitation?" | was both blushed and angry. 


"Of course not! You know | love you..two together! | could never think about something like that! She's your 


girll" Tommy hesitated a little. 
‘I'm going to prepare more chocolate. l'm in need of it today." Dad said and went back to the kitchen 


"Do you know why would she become so angry about us starting to work on the new album?" | asked 
innocently. 


"Maybe because someone she desires is in love with you. And she doesn't want you in her way" he said and 
looked down. 


| might be sad, broken and so on, but | am not dumb. His hesitation, embarrassment and now this. | knew who 


was in love with me. 

"Lita wants you, but it's not exactly her that you want." | said, playing with his curls. 

"You're right. It's..it's.." He said, embarrassed as fuck. 

He put his hand on my cheek, cupping my face and then.my mind went blank. Our lips met and a shiver was 
sent down my spine. | couldn't refuse his kiss, because it was so innocent and sweet.all | needed at the 
moment. | pulled him closer as he put his hands on my chest. After some seconds, our lips parted. 

"l'm sorry! | mean.! didn't want to, but." He looked like a tomato, because of extreme blushing. 

“Tommy, calm downl Hey, that was all | needed right now! My dad's advice and someone's sweet love. Now 
batteries are recharged. Ready to be good old Nikki again’ | held his hands aginst my chest, but | had to let 
out as | saw Dad coming. 

"Here, cups for all of us. Now what's the problem?" 


| took the front. 


"Can | live with the Mötleys again, Pops?" 


Saints of Los Angeles 


Author's Notes: 
A mellow öne | hope yöu like! 


"You're inutile! Everything you've ever done, you did it wrongly! I'm ashamed of you!" 

These words stuck in my head, even though it happened 2 days ago. | still have marks from when he asked me 
to fight him, and | denied and got all punched up. | just ran away and came here. | just had two friends to run 
to, and both lived in the same house..the one | was supposed to have lived all this time. 

Nikki comes in, jumping the front window and ducking, seems like someone's chasing him. 

"Nikki..you okay, dude?!" 

"Shhhhh! The grocery shop guy wants to kill mel” 

| notice that there's a bag on the floor, next to Nikki. He peeps and then get up in with a relief expression 
"Gotta put these things on freezer. Come back in a minute" 

He goes to our tiny kitchen Being alone here too makes me feel the least wanted human being on earth. | start 
to remember my dad calling me those things..hurtful things. And now Nikki doesn’t even give a shit about me 
around. Vince is living with his girlfriend, so..'m alone and worst of all, lonely. 

| feel tears falling down from my eyes and notice my own loud sobs. As they began, | heard running steps..high 
heeled steps. When | open my eyes, there he is, with his concerned green eyes looking straight into my soul, 
looking like those witchy black cats. He puts my hair behind my ear as his eyes begin to water, too. And then.. 


"Ah! Come back in a minute! Don't crack!" 


He goes back to the kitchen, grabs the damned bag and climb upstairs to the rooms. After 5 minutes he 
comes downstairs, taking my hand in his. 


Let's go upstairs. In my room | can assure you won't do anything bad to yourself and we can talk without the 


grocery man notices me." 


He helps me to get up and then drags me upstairs. His bedroom was clean! Neat and clean! He runs, sits in his 


bed and calls me to join him. | sit in front of him and burst into tears once again. 


"Hey, don't cry that much or I'll do the same..without even knowing why! Just because you're hurt!" 


He is now hugging me. His strong arms around my tiny frame makes me feel secure and his hands through my 


hair makes me comfortable little by little.but | still wet his shirt with tears. He breaks the hug for a moment. 
"Here. | knew | had it somewhere!" 


He gave me a box of tissues. Sixx seems to be a though boy, but he's actually a cinnamon roll and cute guy if 


you know how to deal with him. 
"Thanks. That means a lot for me now" 


"Wanna talk about what's been bothering you..or do you prefer not? | mean, it would be better to get this out 
of your chest, but it's up to you. Not going to force you." 


Its my father! He fist-fought me! Cursed mel! Said that l'm inutile, and things like that!" | burst again and Nikki 
dried my tears, but stopped to grab something else.something cold.. 


“That's what | do when I'm not feeling well psychologically. | went out to find some for you, since you were 


down and so on. But the grocery man saw me and | ran just with one strawberry pot. Sorry, T-Bone" 


It was ice-cream. Nikki was being chased and threatened to death because he went to grab some ice-cream to 


make me feel better. That's why, then? 


| open up with him, both of us eating from the pot. He cries too as he tells his stories about growing up with 
no father and how he hates him and now my own father because he made me cry. 


"Nah, l'm not that special. Just another drummer. Another Greek. Another weirdo. Another idiot who loves 
everyone and thinks they would love me back Nobody really likes me! Deep down you know it" | tell him. 


He seems shocked with what | had just said. His emerald irises watering as he cups my face, says almost with 


no sound, approaching little by little: 
"Tommy. love you. Don't ever say that you're forgotten or unloved. l'm here!" 


As he finishes his statement, | feel his now-strawberry lips against mine, so delicate and caring. He starts to 
move them form a sweet and cold kiss, which | don't deny. 


| can feel our tears mixing and running down to our connected lips. His hand is still on my face, my cheek to be 
exact, and the other is now placed on my chest, and mine are in the back of his neck and his lower back, 


pulling him closer. 


He moves his tongue against my teeth and let him in. He swirls his onto my own tongue uniting them as he 


lays me down on the bed and put the ice-cream pot aside. 

Now he's on top of me, but he breaks the kiss. 

"| swear this wasn't planned! Believe me!" 

"Planned or not, it's making me feel better!" | laugh. 

"If that's s00000.." 

He lays on top of me and begin to quietly nibble my neck, my ear and my collar bore, leaving little Sixx marks 
all over them. But suddenly he stops and just lays on my chest, seeking protection like | was minutes before, 
and | did so. | feel my shirt wet and when | look, there's a crying Nikki. 

"What's up? You can talk to me, you know that, since we were the only ones that were there for each other." 
He manages to speak between sobs. 

"Please, do me this favour. Apologise to your dad! Even though he is wrong and not you! Don't be like me, with 
no family to even send me holiday cards. You're blessed and don't even notice, so don't let this run through 
your fingers!" 

That hit me like a blow. He was right. | took his hand in mine and kissed his forehead. We went on like this for 
some good minutes, just grooving and enjoying paying attention to how our breathing matched after some time. 


Then we hear the front door being opened. It's Vince. 


"Hurry up Tommy. Let's clean this mess. We are going to pretend we are saints, but we are saints of Los 


Angeles.” 

| laughed at the new term 

"Why saints of Los Angeles?" 

"Have you ever seen one around?" 

"Nope" 

"That's why! There ain't no saint in the sin city!" 

We relax a little and after Vince got out again, | decided to fulfill Nikki's wish. 


"Gol I'll be alone for sometime but | have ice-cream! You've got more important things to sort out!" 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


"Son! You're back! Your father is sooooo sorry about what happened!" 
"l'm too, mom" 
"Let's get in!" 


There me and my father talked, apologised to each other and we had almost a party, but there was something 
wrong and Athena noticed. 


"You seem strange, T. What's the matter?" 


"We've got all of this..and | met someone who doesn't have a thing, but even so he helped me. I'm his only 


‘relative'." 


"Say that to mom and dad. They will surely understand. But they won't understand these marks here" We 


laughed as she noticed them on my chest. 
Next day, on the breakfast table, | had to spit off what was in my chest (not the marks). 

"Mom, dad, Athena, it's amazing to be here again, but I've got to go. Not because of you, but because of me 
"Why, darling? Are you still hurt? Don't you love your family anymore?" 

"Yes. | love both. You all and my other family. It aint me and a girlfriend or a boyfriend.but just a friend who 
grew up with no family and lm the only one that has ever understood him and was there at his side. | need to 


be with him. He is sooo00 lonely and." 


"That's enough, son. l, your father, recognise that your attitude and its noble and you'll always be welcome, as 


well as this poor lonely guy. Now go to him. He needs your help! I'm very proud of the son | raised" 
Hearing that from my father was the most gratifying thing ever. But | had a home waiting for me. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


| arrive at the Motley house and get in, finding already a crying Nikki on the floor. | leave my bags on the sofa 
and hug him, comforting him. 


"Why aren't you in your home?" 


He looks sadly at me. 


"Why are you with a lonely junkie like me and not in your home?!" 


"Because my home lies on the smile on your lips, Nikki. Here is also where | belong, and l'm never giving up on 
them or you. | want to be the family you never had and see you happy, so that | can feel happy too. That's 
how a saint would think, right? How about some ice-cream now?" 


